And now I dwindle till my stream

Is lost within the pond of dream,

The pond of dream which holds far more

Than any stream of earth can pour;

But, if I lie resigned and still.

The pond at length may rise and fill.

I do not wonder that none found
The roofless mill restored and sound,
Because the more the mind's alert.
The more the inner eye is hurt,
An eye to which the light of day
Is rarely helpful, anyway.
Before I had a mind at all,
The mill was working well at Naul;
And, maybe, when I am resigned
To lose in sleep the wakeful mind,
The mill may start to work again
As once it stood to grind the grain;
And hum its song for many a season,
Where now it does not stand to reason.

It seems to me that far down there
The dusky light is dustier,
The dust is rising in the air;
And over every window square
There is an eyebrow dusty white;
And would that roof be half so bright
Unless with flour? It must be flour:
The mill is trembling into power!
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